PREFACE AND PROSPECT

IT was dangerous for a man to sleep in the light
of the full moon, it used to be thought. His mind
would be touched. The moon got at it, On
waking he would be another fellow, retaining his
unprofitable dreams with his eyes open. And
men have been lost through going after music
they fancied they heard, something piped in the
distance, when nobody else could hear a sound,
No wise warning would stop them. They went,
and were lost to their friends, It is necessary to
point out, in this foreword, that a good narrative
of travel may have the same effect on us as the
moon or distant music. We have to be on our
guard. An anthology from stories of travel could
not do it, but, meaning no harm, it might quote
from a book and name it, and that book could
work the spell, if a reader went to it and were a
likely subject.

Should we hear the call of those far pipes, the
trouble is that doubts vanish. We forget then
that Pan is dead, or else believe we were mis-
informed about it. The horns of elfland change
the consequence of immediate reality. Off we
go, unless held back. The enchantment will fade,
it is almost certain, if we are held back long
enough; though whether that is good or bad for
us I do not know, When a boy, I read an enticing